


His village harbor was a bustling place.  Brave little fishing boats sailed 
out to catch their daily harvest of fish.  Fat merchant ships jostled to 
load cargos of silk and spice. Sometimes the dreaded slave ship came, 
taking people away never to be seen again. 

Nicholas found work on a fishing boat, flinging out nets in search of 
slippery silver fish. 

On his way to the harbor each day, Nicholas passed 
by the home of a nobleman and his three daughters.  
The nobleman’s house cracked and crumbled  
about him, but still he dressed grandly  
and entertained as though he had not  
a care in the world. 



One morning the nobleman’s youngest daughter was hanging her wash 
to dry at the window.  Big tears rolled down her cheeks and plopped onto 
her freshly washed stockings.  

“Your stockings will never dry that way,” said Nicholas.
“Oh, Nicholas,” the daughter cried. “Our last gold coin is spent.  Tomorrow 

Father takes my oldest sister to the slave ship to sell her for gold, or else we 
shall all starve.”


